POSTSCRIPT
national anthem, cMy homeland, where art thou?' and the sound
rose dirge-like into the air and drowned the roar of the German
machines.
They had no chance to fight, the Czechs, even if to fight against
such odds were conceivable. From what I have seen of their
spirit, I think they might possibly have done even this. But they
were without arms. Two hours before the Germans marched in,
the army had been ordered to lay down its weapons — by the
Head of the State and Commander-in-Ghief, by President Emil
Hacha, telephoning from Berlin. That is what a Czech staff
colonel told me at six o'clock that morning.
An interesting figure, Hacha. Seyss-Inquart and Henlein,
after all, were Hitler's men, covertly or overtly, and Father Tiso
of Slovakia — well, he doesn't count anyway,
But President Hacha! He was a Czech. I told you earlier in
this book how he went riding up the hill behind the red-breeched
Czech dragoons to take Benesh's place in the Hradschin, the vassal
president of rump Czecho-Slovakia. He had some of the physical
characteristics of a dwarf and some of those of a hunchback,
and he was some kind of attorney. I thought, when he accepted
the Presidency, that he must be a great patriot, for none other,
I thought, would have taken that thankless task.
Who knows what he went through in Berlin? He must have
known what he had to expect there, with Hitler before him, and
von Ribbentrop scowling in the background, and the grim-faced
generals all round. They say he collapsed and had to be revived
by injections and this and that. I have not yet been able to
confirm whether this is true, but I can well imagine how the Nazi
third-degree men turned on the heat.
Anyway, he did all they told him, did the inconspicuous Emil
Hacha, telephoned to Prague all the orders he was ordered to
give, issued statements referring with gratification to *the military-
honours' that were paid to him in Berlin, issued other statements,
denying that he had been put under 'any kind of pressure* there,
and came back to Prague to resume his place in the Hradschin
over which Hitler's flag was now flying beside his own, in another
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